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c Enter Baftad 

Baft. Turne flauc and fight. 

T her. What art thou? 

Baft, A Ballard lonne of P riams. 

T her ft: I am abaftaid too, I loue baftards . I am bayard h 
got.baftard inftru&ed,ba r tard in mindc, baifard in ya'oo ** 
cuery thing )l!igitimate,one beare wil not bite another ^nj 
wherefore fhould one baftard ? take heed, the quariell 
moft ominous to vs , if the fonne of a whore fight f * 
whore,he tempts iudgement/arc well baftard. * 

■ Baft . The d.uell take thee coward. Exit 

Enter Heitor, 

'Hell. Moft putrified core fo faire without. 

Thy goodly armor thus hath coft thy life; 

Now is my daies worke done ile take my breth.- * 

Rcftfword thou haft thy fill of bloud and death. 

Enter Achilles and cJMyrmtdons. 

Ach'd: Loke Heitor how the Siinne begins to fet 
How ougly night comes breathing at his hecles * 

JEuen with the vaileand darkning of the buiine, N 

To clofe the day vp , Hectors lifcis done. 

Heel. Iam vefarm'd forgoe this vantage Gr<*ck<\ 

Achtl. Strike fellowes firike , this is the man I feeke. 

So Illion fall thou next, come Troy finke downe. 

Here lies thy heart,', hy finneweS and thy bone/ 

On 'JMyrmydons, and cry you all amaine, 

Achilles hat h the mighty Hector flaine, Retreat: 

Hat ke a retire vpon our Grecian prat. 

One: The Troyans trumpet found the likemy Lord. 

Achif: The dragon wing of night orefpreds the earth, 
And ftickler-hke the aunies feparates. 

My Halfefuptfword that fankly would hauefedde, 

Plcaf’d with this dainty baite thus goes to bed: 

Come tic his body ro my horfes cai !e, M> ' 

Along the fit IcI will the Troyan traile. Emttts. 

Enter Agam:Ai*x,Mene'.NellerftDiom: 

1 . ttnd the reft marching. 

Hark, hark e, what is this? ■ : 
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of Troyltti andCreftfeida* 

Heft. Peace drums. 

SouU: within. Achilles , Achilles, Heitors flaine Achilles , 
Dio. The bruite is Heitors flaine and by nAchilles, 

Aiax. ffic be fo yet braglcfle let it bee. 

Great Heitor was as good a man as he. 
nAga. March patiently along : let one bee fent. 

To pray Achules fee vs at our tent.* 

If in his death the Gods haue vs befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our fharpe wars are ended. Exeunt, 
Enter t/£neasft J aris , Anterior ,Dlyhobni. 

tALne. Stand ho ? yet are we mailers of the field. 

Enter Troylus. 

Troy. Neuer goe home,here ftarue we out the night, 

Heitor is flaine. 

All. Heitor 1 the gods forbid. 

Troy.Hcc’s dead and at the murthcrers horfes taile, 
Inbeftly fort dragd through the ftiamefull field: 

Frowne on you heauens,effcift your rage with fpeecl. 

Sit gods vpon yourthrones,and fmile at Troy. 

I fay at once, let your breefe plagues be mercy. 

And linger not our fin e deftmiliorrs on, 
c Aue. My Lord you doe difeomfort all thchoft. 

Troy, You vnderftand me not that tell me fo, 

1 do notfpeake of flighr,offeare of death 
But dare all immynence that gods and men 
Addrefle their daungers in. Heitor, is gone: 

Who fhall te ! l Priam fo or Hecuba?.' 

Let him that will a fcrich-otild aye be call’d, 

Goe into Troy and fay their Hellers dead. 

There is a word will Priam ttirncto ftone. 

Make wells and Niobe's of the niaides and wines.* 

Could ftatues of the youth and in a word, 

Scarrc Troy out oficfelfe, there is no more to fay,, 
fray yet you proud abhominable tents: 

Tfris proudly pitcht vpon ouf Phrigian plaines, 

Let Tytan rife as earely as he dare, 

Jle ihrough , and through you , and thou great fz’d coward. 
No fpace of earth lhall fund er our t/.o hates: 
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